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her at the time, she saw that money must have
exerted some unrecognised pressure, "You must do
nothing in a hurry/* her father had said* "After all,
you are only seventeen* You must be quite sure in
your own mind/' Her mother, trying very hard not
to seem in a hurry, had been unable to conceal her
own certainty. She was quite, quite sure. It must be
hard, Lisa reflected, if one of the greatest partis in
Europe wants to marry your daughter, to encourage
reasonable doubts. Neither of her parents would
ever have dreamt of mentioning Stanislas's fortune*
but it could hardly fail to make their warnings per-
functory and a creditable struggle to look indifferent
was altogether unsuccessful.
Nevertheless, but for Stanislas himself, as Lisa
used bitterly to remember afterwards, she would
not have married him, Stanislas, with his slanting
eyes and the mocking invitation of his expression,
which repudiated while it enticed you, Stanislas
whose elusiveness had given to him all the women
he had wanted and so many that he had not wanted,
How, at seventeen, can you resist the battery of a
charm that has never worked in vain?
At seventeen we know that when a man loves us
he wants to marry us, and that when he wants to
marry us he loves us. At seventeen we know every-
thing. We know that marriage is a spiritual
union which will endure for ever consecrated by a